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N. A DA 1. 70 Jhod l 2 8 my 3 | 
8 the Subject of * following” Poem * 


1 led me to inſcribe it to one 
ef your Sex, 1 found myſelf WS: 
Wanner obliged to dedicate it to * ou, even 
without your Knowledge and Permiſſion; and 
though I have not the Happineſs to be perſo- 
nally acquainted with you, I could not but 
hope, that the Juſtneſs of the preſent Addreſs - 
would be a ſufficient Apology ry. for the Pre- 
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ſumption of it. But thaugh I may have the 

Misfortune to incur your Diſpleaſure,” by of- 
fending your Humility, I ſhall even, under the 

Senſe of your Niſapprobation, have the Satiſ⸗ 


„ 


faction to reflect, that J have been guilty of a2 4 
very artful Piece of Impertinence, Aince by in- 4 | 
ſerting your Name before my Performance, I 
have taken the moſt effectual e to re. 7 

* commend i it to the Publick. Te 
LE, AA i Vour 


„% Dr DTSeA TTR 


Vour Example, Madam, is a Base * 
the preſent indolent Generation; your Glory 
is not eſtabliſhed upon thoſe. perſonal Advan- 
tages, which you poſſeſs in ſo eminent a Man- 
ner; theſe, great as they are, your good Senſe 
aſſures you, are at the beſt but the Subjects of 
_ preſent. Admiration, and can never be che Ba- 
- of a laſting Fam. 

Your: e PAY Madam, WE 14 5 very 
juſtly a Place among the choiceſt Curioſities of 
that famous Univerſity, of which I have the 

Honour and Happineſs to be an inconſiderable 
Member, has render'd your Name immortal; 
and your nice Management of the Needle, 
that little, but important Implement of Oero- 
nomy, has entitled you to the Reputation of 
the compleateſt Houſewife i in Europe; a Cha- 

TR ta which all 1 and Wives ſhould 
Ire. 

1 * have taught us to „ that 
the moſt. minute Utenſil of Art may, by an 
ingenious Application of it, be made ſubſer- 

vient, in the bi gheſt Degree, to the Honour of 
the. Ait: A Pin, or a Needle, in your Hands, 
are.. 


1 are ON as. - for FP Js poſt, _ 
as the Poet's, Pen, or the Hero's Swords: ny 15 
I am at preſent, Madam, in a very per 
plex d Situation of Mind; 
to conſider, that I am now upon a Subject that 
muſt be agreeable to all my Readers, ig 
the ſame time I have the Mortific — 
collect, that *tis diſtaſteful to yourſelf. 
T hough therefore all I could ſay in 
mendation of your Merit, the World woulc 
think. too,. little, yet, as what I have faid you: 
will think too much, I find myſelf; under a 
Neceſſity of deſiring your Pardon for this Li- 
berty I have taken, and for another in the 
fourth Canto of this Poem, wherein I have 
preſumed to put a ſhort Prediction, relating to 
your amiable Character, into the Mouth of 
the Queen of Love. This I-need not other- 
wiſe have intimated, ſince every one muſt at 
firſt Sight perceive, that this Prediction is _ | 
perly applicable to none but yourſelf = 
After what I have ſaid, Madam, May I 
venture to hope you have fon Patience in Re- 
ä * for the Poem ? "Twas * for your 
Ame, 


{ TTh= 


I haye the Pleafure os 


ement, and if that Deſign be 
s fatisfied : and indeed to ay 
ruth, I have ſo thorough a Confidence in 

your good Nature, that I am 
look with a favourable Eye uf 
lowing Performance, though not in ] 
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11 2 e e 
Aßpology, — an Author m 
Performance z. in which he. has am unden. 
ed Liberty of ſaying as much as he pleaſes a 
Favour of himſelf: As cannot therefore but 
be apprehenſive of the Succeſs of the following 
Piece, I muſt beg Leave to take this comforta- 
ble Privilege, as well as my Poetical Brethren. 
The principal Circumſtance J have to urge in 
Behalf of this Poem, is, that it is the firſt” 
Production of a young and unexperienced Au- 
thor (excepting a few trifling Pieces in the Ma- 
gazines) and I am ſo far from bidding De- 
fiance to the Criticks, that I adareſs —£ to 
them in the modeſt and ſubmiſſive Terms of, B 
your Leave, GENTLEMEN. £2 
As to the Poem itſelf, I have endeavour'd i, * 
ſome particular Paſſages to imitate the Manner 


r fore 


nnr Ac E. 


and er J ſubmit the Tn Poem. 


of Mr. Pope's Rape of the Lock, upon 2 Pre. 
ſumption, that the following of ſo good a Pattern 


would be diem d meritorious in ſo young a Writer 


 as-myſelf.. I ought likewiſe to acknowledge, 


that I had in View the Epiſode of the Patten 
in Mr. Gay's Trivia. How far I have reach, 
the Spirit required in this Kind of Poetry 
muſt. be left to the Reader, to whoſe Candour 


* © A N T 0 the Fin „ * 


HA T Ar Divine die ſhining Thieuble fund, 
To ſhield the Finger. militant around, 
Now firſt my Verſe reveals: Ye es ns har, 
"Attend, ye en and ye Belles, give Bar; n of” 
For you the Infant Muſe eſſays to ſin qm,, 
For you ſhe flutters on her tender Wings Pool 51 903; en 
To you the tributary Strains belong, roth Of 5 10 hs 
© Then “ take at once the Poet 3 = 1500 
When Woman's chief Coneerns were Love and Play; 
And trifling was the Buſineſs of che Day; 4 
When few could find one uſeleſs Hour to be, b 
To mend an Apron, or to ſay a Prayer: 90 
Fannia, the faireſt of the Female Train, 
b ſhone at Court, or bleſt che ita} an 4 555 E 
pre knew with Art the: Needle ow to wield; | 


= | k A 4 — 
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Fey 
Whether ſhe work'd the gayly-blooming Flower, 
Or drew in ductile Silk the verdant Bower; 
Here glow'd the ſpangled Firmament on high, | ; 
And all the Glories of the azure Sky: * 
Sometimes ſhe copied from the Earth below, | 
The ſpotted Lap-Dog, or the flaming Beau; 
Or form'd the Bird, or ſhap'd the ſlender Tree; 
A whole Creation in Epitome! 
Envy itſelf was Dumb, in Wonder loſt, 
And Ladies ſtrove which ſhould applaud her müßt # 
Each 'Morn ſhe work d, but work'd with nice Care, 
To fave her Finger from the fatal Scaar: 
From ev'ry Blemiſh Virgins guard tlieir Skin, 
Dread the leaſt Wound, and tremble at a Pin! 
For yet no Armour cas'd' the Fleſh around, 
But the thick Glove, or ſeven-fold Paper bound. 
Unhappy Fania, that waſt wont to wield 
The pointed Spear, without the boſſy Shield! 
Thrice happy Fannia, in the Gift beſtow'd, 
The Thimble Shield, the Labour of a dd 
But now her Charms had ſwell'd the Trump of F ame, 
And ſpread to difiant Toe Tables her Dome; ; 


n * 
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[ M ITATIONS, 
» ley itſelf was dumb, in Wonder loſt, 
And Factions ſtrove which ſhould applaud you moſt, 


5 Mr. Hadi ſon's Campaign, 
Me” Each 


. TT 


Each cringing Fop around her Smiles implor'd d, 
For, though no Saint, ſhe loy'd to. be ador d IT 
Each ſigh'd, and wept, and vow'd, her e an, 
But each had fagh'd, and wept, and vow'd, in vain; 
For Fannia triumph'd in her Beauty e 

And view'd with Scorn whole Hecatombs of Bal 
But moſt reſpected was a well-bred Lord, 

And moſt reſpected, as he beſt ador d: 

'Twas he could all the tender Virgin move, ._ 
Smooth were his my: for every Word was Love: Of 
Loaded with Lace; and deck'd in ſilken . Bo. 
He ſtrutted, inFgnificantly great: el tier bath 
Affected Pomp, and Equipage, and Shew, - in n b 
And all the Nothings that compound a Beal 2 
He danc'd,' and ſung, took Snuff, and crack: d a ba. 
And at the beſt but border d upon Man. d bon S 1A 
Refulgent Flambeaux blaz d his gay as 
And wanton Cupids breath'd upon his e B 
To Venus he renew'd the Midnight T oil, 15 4 
Incenſe perfum'd, and grateful Steams of Oil 
The Goddeſs liſten d to his ardent Prayer, hh W 
And gave him Wit enough to pleaſe the F air: ol 007 
For oft (forgive it Phebus) would the Fool 5 
Write a Love Song melodiouſly dull; 
Oft in high Strains his Fair one's Praiſe rehearſe, 85 
And crowd all Nature's Beauties in his Verſe: _ 
; B 2 SE 


\ 
\ 


. << Did Faunin ſmile? the gun blaz'd forth to n 
1 Did Fannia weep?” twas Morning's pearly Dew 
6 | Whene er ſhe breathes, the fanning Zephyrs e 
And for her Breaſtithe Alps ſuſtain'd! their Snow; 
4 Compar'd with her's, the fineſt Blooms did fail, 
The Lilly redden d, and the Roſe turn'd pale! 
O Vanity! thou gaudy tinſel Queen! 
In Courts, in Cities, and in Country ſeenn 
Eternal Fopp'ries in thy Preſence. reign, 
And grinning Folly leads thy wanton Train; 
Eas' d of its Load, ev'n Dulneſs grows more. Light, 
And Ignorance looks chearful in thy Sighit; 
Thou mak'ſt-th' unmeaning Face with Pride to glow, 
_ Giv'ſt Brightneſs to the Fool, and: Beauty 
Vet Cynthio's Arts were vain, though lik d the boſt; 
All he could boaſt, was, he was ſlighted leaſt: 
Twas Rapture but to gain one balmy Kiſs, 
And fondly flutter round the Brink of Elis: 87 
Full of herſelf, his Wiſhes ſhe denied, 
And ſacrific d her Pleaſure to her Pride; 1 
Well pleas d impartial Favours to beſtow 0 
On her lov'd Ca and- her fav rito „nan 


1 we 4 _— ws * 32 J 10 4 
IMITA T ION 8. 
*O * thou Goddels, =— : 
| | Me. Auf. Letter from FP 8 35 
FOR „ Thus 


ts) 


Thus bleſtd' with- evi Joy: hi Liſs eat lady - 27? 


| The Ladies Envy, and the) Coxeomb's Touſt :: 

What could the Fait ene's Peace oft Mind aer: 01 54 | 

What could fuels ſolid Happineſs deſttoy © HAS A. 
But Oh! no human Pleafures are (neee 2010 
Is there an Eye tliat never ſhed! a Tear] E 15 nor 


Fate rules oer all; at whoſe ſevere re b 0 A 
O'er the rich: Gown flow-Deluges of Thai 01 ooidd Þ 
Fate hurls the Mighty down to deep Diſgraes, ö 
And plows with laſting: Scars the ſmoctheſt Face; 
O'er all Things mortaſt acts with kwleſfwWall, - | © 2-7 
And Fannie was, alaſa ! but mortal \ftadlc;oo 1! | 11: 12, : 
When now: the Morn. had ehav'd dull N. ight way | [ 
(O fatal Morn, and inauſpicious Day)) 
Fannia aroſe, and hail'd the grateful 1 55 
Shock'd at the horrid Viſions of the Night; 
Vet ſtill ſtrange Terrors all her Thoughts moleſt, 
And Apprehenſion labour d in her Breaſt. 
Then, Bezty, with dejected look, ſhe cryd 
(Three times on Bezzy call'd, and three 2 ſigh d) 
Some ſad Miſchance awaits me, e er the Sun  _ 
Once more his Courſe from Eaſt to Weſt ſhall run; 
Fantaſtick Slumbers have diſturb'd my Brain, 
And rack'd my Senſes with a wakeful Pain; 
And myſtick Dreams (as bearded Matrons ſhew) 
Are good Prognoſticks, or the Types of Woe. 


167 
Sure at this Hour ſome baleful Planet reigns: | - 
Did'ſt thou not mark laſt Night the Coffee Grains? | 
Methought the Taper's Flame was ting'd with uy, 4 
And a ſtrange Coal from out the Embers flew. _ 
Once as I wander'd in a lonely Grove, if 
When firſt my Thoughts began to teem with Loe; ; 

A wither'd Gipſy. whiſper d in my Ear, | 

« Misfortune ſhall befall thy twentieth Year; 
That fatal Period, that ſad Year is come, 
And ev'ry Hour {wells big with Fannia's Doom. 

| Yet Ol ye Powers, preſerve. me from Diſgrace, ; 
Let me till keep my Virtue, ---» and my Face! = 
O!] make my Boſom Proof to Love's Alarms, = 
Protect my Youth, and ſhelter all my Charms. 
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W 1 27 
Ye Vet'ran Band of Milliners g give g's 


And ev'ry Sempſtreſs drop a pitying Ter, 
O! liſten to the melancholy Lay, 


While I recount the Horrors of the Daf 


O!] for his Numbers, that deſerib'd 1 a 
Of great Pelides iſſuing to the Field, RY 
Or clad in Arms terrific from afar, | 
Or ruſhing dreadful thro the Ranks of Warl 

Lo! the bright Virgin, in a luckleſs Hour, 
Prepares to finiſh the laſt Embryo Flower; 

Six Needles in tremendous Range appear, 
Each a dire Emblem of the Warrior's Spear! 

A while ſhe vie wd them all with careful =" 
Then graſp'd a Jav'lin of enormous Size 
Next, as impatient for the Toil ſhe grew, 


Her ſhining Sciſſars from the Sheath ſhe then; >t 4 Tl 


Her Grandame's Gift (as antient Memoirs fay).. 
A juſt Reward for many a well-work'd Day] 
With active haſte her nimble Fingers move, 


Curl the gay Vine and form the mimick Grove 
9 55 | Dat 
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But Scratches, "ge _ Bloodſhed, ain the 
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But as her Needle with reſiſtleſs Force, . 
Through doubl'd, Plaits -puſh'd on its rapid Courſe, 
The treach'rous Weapon broke, the headleſs Dart 
Her Finger gor d, and pierc'd her — to the Hoartz /” 
The purple Blood diftain'd her Arm around, 

And half her Soul came ruſhing through the Wound: 2. 
Then, as her Boſom glowd with ſudden Fire, * 


"x 


She ſpurn'd her Lap Dag in her peeviſh — . BA 
Acroſs the Room with furious Speed ſhe fle-, ; 


And Tables, Chairs, and Cabinets oy: FE l/ 
Her hideaus Cries. the vocal Walls reſound, 5 


* P2/] chatter'd, ſcream'd the Kitten, ſhook * CI 15 


80 when the + Greek, that with Immortal ſtrove, 
Wounded in impious Rage the Queen of EO ve; 
To Heaven's high Roof the Goddeſs. rais d ler Cries)! 
And the harſh Shriek ran thrilling: through os _ 
Here lay the Ruins of an ample Bowl, 1555 

The Pride and Comfort of her — _Y : 


This oft inſpir d the loudly- ſounding Jeſt. 

And crown'd with Jollity the Nuptial Feaſt; "ents AT 

Unhurt by Midnight Broils, unorack' d by ON 

It fell we our 90 Fannie © Oeedich * e wy f 

LY IMITATIONS: 8 La 

* bord the Thunder, groan'd the. Gh, Let x7 
pa Te. 
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At length, fatigu 4. with Anger, the ſurvey'd. 8 
The fatal Maſſacre herſelf had made; ER 


Then as ſhe. fat all penſive and alone, 5 


In ſecret Grief ſhe made her piteous Moan: 
| So ſhuns a wounded Bird the feather d Race, 
And mournful in ſome ſolitary Place, 


To Woods and Rocks he tunes the plaintive I * 55 ; 15 


And Echos waft the gentle Sounds away. 


And ch! the cried, Is this the dreadful Strecke, 


Which Omens threaten'd, -and which Viſions ſpoke ? ? 
The Fates with Envy, ſure, view Mortals good: 

Could nought fuffice them but poor. awe 8 Blood? 
Alas! I feel my ſinking Spirits fail, | 
My Boſom trembles, and my Checks turn pate! 
Where ſhall I fly? or how ſhall I appear, 
And breathe my Scandal midſt the circled Fair? 
Old Maids will triumph with inſulting Voice, 
And Damſels with elated Heart rejoice! | .. 
A fad Recluſe, no longer muſt I roam, 
But ſpin a tedious Length of Days at Home! 
Ev'n Cynthio, e er it heals, will ſpread my Shame. 
Adieu to Love, to Conqueſt, and to Fame 
Did I for this my blooming Beauties grace, 
And heighten all the Luſtre of my Face? 
For this before my Glaſs the Hours bene.” NPI? 
And heave my * and force the killing Smile? . 

C 


L FO } 
Or bid my Cheeks with artful Bluſhes glow? 
Or teach the wanton Treſſes where to flow ? 
Could I not Tasks leſs dang'rous undertake ? 
Refine the Jelly, or compoſe the Cake ? 
Or mould the pliant Paſte with niceſt Art, 
And with high Ramparts fortify the Tart ? 
O blaſt that Day, ye Powers, with Plagues ſevere, 
When firſt my Fingers pois'd the pointed Spear ; 
Then may no Noiſe, no Shouts invade the Skies, 
But raviſh'd Maids Complaints, and Widows cries; 
Then be untun'd the Muſick of the Spheres ; | 
Then may no Fiddle glad the Dancers Ears; 
Then be no Ballad ſung with ſcreaming Note, 
Nor Muſick warbl'd in the Eunuch's Throat; 
Then may the Sun withdraw his chearful Light, 
Nor glitt'ring Torches gild the Face of Night ! 
This ſaid, with Silk her bleeding Fleſh ſhe bound, 
While ev'ry Thought hung brooding o'er the Wound; 
On Poll ſhe caſt a ſad, deſponding Look, | 
And patted Daphne with a feeble Stroke. 
But no bright Lamps began the Midnight Day, 
And blazing Flambeaux drove the Stars away ; 
The Fair expects her Beau with anxious Fears, 
When at his wonted Hour the Fop appears. 
With conſcious Shame her Finger ſhe withdrew, 
Nor durſt expoſe the fatal Wound to view: | 


The 


The gay- deck d Lord Geke, with deep Bahr, 6 "7 a 
Her Cheeks diſorder d, and her big-fwoln Ty: bog 
Then, ſweet, and tuneful as the dying Swan, 
In ſoft, condoling Words he thus bega: 
What fatal Loſs, what fad, diſtracting Care, 

Diſturbs the Boſom of my charming Fair? 

Lies ſome near Friend upon his dying Bed? 

Or has the Light ning truck thy Monkey PV 
Has the fell Mercer juſt produc'd his Score,  _ 
And having truſted long, will truſt nv more? 

Or didft thou mark laſt Ev ning at the Play, 

A richer Virgin, or- a Nymph more gay? 
Say, does my Fair for brighter Gems repine? 
Each India's choiceſt Diamonds ſhall be thine: 
For thee the Eaſt its Treaſures ſhall unfold, - 
And Earth unboſom all her Hoards of Gold:! 
O name thy Wants, and tell me thy Diſtreſs, 

Care ſhall remove, or Pity make it leſs. 

This faid (and ſure his Lordſhip ſaid enough) 
With Elegance he took a Pinch of Snuff. 155 
Then thus the Fair: Words cannot ſpeak my One 
Nor all the Powers of Hartſhorn bring Relief; 
'Tis thou, and only thou, can'ſt give me Aid, 

And skreen from ſad Reproach a wretched Maid £ 

If in each deep- fetch d Sigh, each falling Tear, 

Each folemn Vow thy Heart has been fincere, | N 
© 2 | F 


[ I'2 1 
By gichful Silence this Affection prove, | 
_ let thy Secrecy atteſt thy Love: ns ia 
Ev'n Fannia ſues this Favour to obtain, 
And Fannia ſure, can never ſue in vain. 
| She aid, and fix'd her Eyes upon the Ground, 
And with a Bluſh diſclos d the reeking Wound. 
Shock'd at the Sight of Blood, replied the Peer, 
"Tis done, and this was Cynthio's greateſt Fear; 
oOſi have I ſeen thy bright Embroidery ſhine,, 
Oſt' have I curſt the perilous Deſign :: | 
Thou, born to flouriſh in the Pride of State, 
Idly ſecure, and indolently great, 
Had'ſt nought to do with dang'rous Feats of Arms; 
Such Conflicts ſuit not with a Virgin's Charms: 
Domeſtick Toils the ſervile Female Grace, 
But all thy Glory centers in a Face! | 
How raſh was She, that. graſp'd the Needle firſt 2 
Pernicious Weapon, Inſtrument accurſt | 
"Twas * this, that once deſtroꝶ d a Britiſh Maid, 
Her Needle's Point to ling ring Death betray'd; 
In. thoſe ſad Vaults, where Horror ſpreads her Wings, 
Where reſt the Bones of Poets, and of Kings, 
The hapleſs Fair in Marble Record ſtands, 
The Victim of 1 own iadnſia oui Hands 
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1 | * Alluding to the 5 in Meſiminſter Abb of a Lad 8 Death 
mies have 15 occaſioned by the r < 2 8 a 
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O0 call to Mind her Life, and Beauty loſt, 
Dread all edge Tools, but dread the Needle moſt !' 
Why down thy Cheek deſcends the pearly Rill? 
Fannia is wounded, but is Fania ſtill: 

The ſlight Diſgrace with patient Heart endure, 5 
Nor Cynthio ſhall divulge, but wait the Cure: 
This Night Ill offer up a fervent Prayer, 

And deprecate the Horrors of the Scar; 

Thy wounded Finger Venus ſhall reſtore, 

But truſt to Steel, advent'rous Maid, no more. 

| $0 ſpoke the Peer to ſooth the drooping Maid, 
And his i vaſt Stores of Eloquence difplay'd : 
Lull'd by his melting Words her Terrors ceaſe, - 
And the ſoft Sounds reſtos'd her wonted Peace: 
At length the mighty Theme exhauſts his Art, 
And empty'd all the Nonſenſe of his Heart. 
But now the Tea removed, the Prattle o Ms... 

And all the Scandal. of the Day before, ; OY 
The Baron took his Leave, and left the Fair, Er" 
And his gilt Chariot rattld o'er the Square. 3 
Fannia at length in Slumbers clos d her Eyes. 
1 Men and Monkies i in Deluſion HE. | 


[14]. 


CA NTO te TerxD. 


OW al lay hoſh'd in folitary Night, | 
And diftant Stars diffus d a ſolemn Light; 
The World appear'd a deſert, fllent Scene, 
And all around was dreadfully ſerene ; | 
| Now ghaſtly ſtalk'd a melancholy Train, | 
By Knife, by Halter, and by Poiſon ſlain ; 45 
| Whoſe woful Mem'ries Grub. ſtyert Bards prolong, 
In diſmal Story, or in doleful Song : | 
Nor School-boys Shout was heard, nor Carman's roar, 
Ev'n Winds were ſtill, and Women ſpoke no more : 
The Sons of Men diffoly'd in Slumbers lay, 
And Slaves, and Kings forgot the Toils of Day. 
But wakeful Cares Aiſturd's the Baron's Brain, 
And weary'd Nature call'd for reſt in vain ; 
Anxious to eaſe the ſadly-wounded Fair, 
To Venus he addreſs'd the Midnight Prayer: 
Great Paphian Queen, bright Deity of Love, 
Whom all below confeſs, and all above, 
If cer with Gifts thy Altars I have ctown'd, 
Or deck'd with flowry Wreaths thy Shrine around; 
If T have taught my tender Soul to own 
No Powers but thee, and thy all-conqu'ring Son ; 


131 
If by thy Aid I ken Love's ſecret Fire, 

Rach budding Wiſh, and ev'ry fond Dette 
Read in the Viegin's Eyes ber inward Smart, 
And know each Symptom of a Love-fick 3 
Renew thy Favours oft beſtow'd before, | 
And hear me now, or never hear me more. 

Behold my Fannia, late a Virgin bright, 
As Love can fancy, or as Verſe can write; 
Now ſee her fad, dejected, and forlorn, 
That once was chearful as the riſing Morn; 
With all- conſuming Grief ſhe. waſtes away, 
En She, the Fair, the Witty, and the Gayj; 
Penſive ſhe moans her wounded Finger's Smart, 
And ſinks from all her Loſtineſs of Heart. 


O Grant my Boon, and eaſe the Virgin's Pain, * 


Eaſe it, to bleſs Mankind, and me again; 


With ſovereign Balm the ſhameful Scar remoye,. | 


And teach, O! teach her to relent to Love! 

So ſhall each Beau with Spleen and Envy ſee 
The Miſtreſs of the World fubdu'd by me; 
The yielding Fair ſhall ev'ry Charm reſign, 

And Hymen ſhall our Hearts in laſting Union: join. 
Thus far with wakeful Zeal the Baron ſaid, 

5 Slumbers enſy'd, and nods the heavy Head. 
Venus with Pity heard the Beau's Requeſt, 
And thus the e God of Love addreſs d: 


454 
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My Son, thy Bow and — ks prepare, 
'Tis thine this Night to tame th'imperious Fair: 
Enough the Maid has rul'd without Controul, 
Unrival'd Miſtreſs of each vaſſal Soul; 
Enough has heard the 8ons of Men W | 
And view'd adoring Lovers with Diſdain :  - 
Hence ſhall the Virgin own Love's pow'rful Sway, 
For all muſt once the Laws of Love obey. 
| Cynthio the bright (ſee! where he ſleeping lies, 
| Whoſe Fires perpetual on my Altars riſe) 
Has try'd the Force of ev ry pleaſing Art, 
To melt down all the Rigour of her Heart ; 
To him the Fair her Beauties ſhall reſign, 
is be the glorious Prize, the Conqueſt thine, 
But firſt ſome ſov'reign Med'cine muſt be found, 
To eaſe the Torments of the fatal Wound ; 
And ſee within this Cryſtal are contain d £3 
Drops, which from wholſom Herbs long fince were drain'd; 
The wholſom Herbs in Fove's fam'd * Hand grow, 
And flouriſh freſh on Ida's lofty Brow : - 
"Twas this my beſt-loy'd + Offspring once reſtor d, 
When all 2705 trembl'd for her wounded Lord: 
This healing Juice ſhall cure the Virgin's Pain, 
And Fannia's Smiles ſhall chear the World again. 


* 


— 


® Crete. + Aneas, See the Twelfth Book of the Aineid, v. 420, Cc. | 
Hence 
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Hence, let us quick, my Son, to Earth repair, 
This Night ſhall be fulfill d the Baron's Prayer. 
She ſaid, and o'er her ſnowy Shoulders . 
A ſhining Mantle of an Azure Hue; 
Two allen Knots her flowing Hair divide, 

And Cupid m' d game ſmiling by her Side: 
Wrap'd in Table Cloud they took their Way, e 
Like Lightning gliding through the Realms of Djs p25 
Swift as they paſt, Perfumes divine TO: ſhed, | 

And now hung hov'ring or the Virgin's Bed: 
The Room was brighten'd by the lhe: 
of Tapers, that diſpelld the Gloom of "Night: : 
The lofty Cieling, glorious to behold, 

Was carv'd and ſtudded o'er with Stars of Gold: 

The ample Walls vaſt Folds of Tap'ftry grace; 

Here bright Diana ſeem d to urge the Chace, 
Panting behind her came her Virgin Train, 

And the huge Boar ran foaming o'er the Plain; 

Here Daphne ſought the Shelter of the Wood, 

And here with eager Steps the God purſu'd: _- 
Pleas'd Venus faw ; at length herſelf ſurvey d, 
Fondly lamenting o'er Adonis dead; 

At that fad Scene her Tears began to flow, 

And her Breaſt labour'd with the former Woe: 
She turn'd aſide, new Objects to explore, 
Nor durſt behold the fatal Image more. 

8 D | 
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Here a gay Structures ſtately Bulk was tow: 
Whoſe Golden Figures blaz d on Plains of jet; 
From India's fartheſt Coaſt the Fabrick came, 
Some Lover's Preſent to the haughty Dame: 
Here the rich Veſt, and ſparkling Diamond lay, . 
And Beauty's pleaſing, terrible Array] 

The ſpacious Top whole Groups of China grace, 
Of Men, and Beaſts a vaſt, promiſcuous Race; 
Two rampant Lions at each Corner ſtood, 

The dreadful Guardians of the ſacred Wood; 
Sullen the brittle Savages look' d down, 

And the terrific China ſeem'd to frown, 
Th' Immortals next the well-wrought Bed ſurvey d, 
Where lay, diffolv'd in Sleep, the lovely Maid; ; 74 
Wrapt in ſweet Dreams of Conqueſt, Love, and Play, 
Pleas d ſhe renew'd the Triumphs of the Day; "I 
Diſdainful * ev'n in Slumbers, ſhe grew vain, . 
And practis d all her Conqueſts o'er again, : 

And thrice ſhe yanquiſh d all her Beaus, and * 

a [ſhe flew the Slain.) 
Her Watch of Gold hi pendant o'er her Head, 

5 And deck d with n een ring Pomp the bey Bed; 


IMITATIONS. 
V Sooth'd with the Sound, the King grew vain, 
Fought all his Battles o'er again, | | 
And thrice he routed all his Foes, and thrice he flew the Slain. | 


Dryden Ode for . Cu A | 
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It © vis, « as ev 'ry rapid Hour lite round; „ % 683 Rn 
It ſtrikes, Mortality is in the Sound | © 4265 net, ö 
Ohl did the Fair, while yet in Beauty. 8 ein. 3 
Take warning from theſe Records of their Time; 
Think ev'ry Year may ſteal away a Grace. 
And crop the rip'ning Glories of a Face; - |  * | 5 
Conſcious of fading Charms they'd lay aſide, e 
Each Art coquetiſh, and each Air of Pr id; 
Nor blaſt their Lovers Hopes by long Dela, 
But yield thoſe Beauties, which muſt ſoon Decay! 
Venus at length a Golden Quill eſpied . 
That once adorn'd a gaudy Peacock s Side 
(This pen d the Fair one's Thoughts with wond' rous 8 Art, 
And told the ſoft Emotions of her Heart; 
Deſcrib'd her inmoſt Soul, without Dicguite, _ i | 
And Truths deny'd to Man's unhallow'd Eyes) . 
Lo! in the ſacred Drops the ſhining lune 
She dyes, and heav oly Odours fill the Room; © wy <= 
With this ſhe gently bath'd the ſwelling Wound, " 
It heal'd, it cow, ae all the Part was ſound. 
Cupid beheld, and, Be that Glory thine, ee 231 bk 2 
He cryd, but now behold a Work of mine: 215 FH N 
Widows, and Wives, and Maids revere me al, 92 
Beauty muſt yield, and Woman's Pride muſt au: : 
For now an inward Pang the Fair ſhall feel, 
Not all the Pow'rs of Heav'n and Earth can heal. 
D 2 


| is 20 ] e 
He ſaid; he bit his Lip, enn e 
And riewls exulting the defenceleſs Foe ; . 
Then with malicious Zeal he ſhot the Dart, 
That fatal lodg d deep funk in Fauma's Heart. 
Then thrice was heard the wounded Virgims Groan; 
And thrice the Parrot ſcream'd his hideous Moan; 
Thrice bark d the Lap-Dog from his downy Bed, 
And thrice the Kitten rear d her drowſy Head! 

Alas l how ſhort-liv'd is all human Power! 

The Pride of Years is blaſted in an Hour: 
All the gay Plans of Conqueſt, all the Schemes, 
The Maid had form'd, are fled like Morning Dreams ; 
The Baron ſhall poſſeſs her Beauty's Store, | 

And Fanny muſt inſult Mankind no more. Wet. 
Ihen Venus thus addref&'d the ſleeping Fair: 
O Thou thrice bleſt in Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
Thou that can'ſt all the Gifts: of Nature boaſt, 
Charge of Immortals, and the Mortals t 
Revere the Counſels of the Pow'rs above, 
And learn to prove the Sweets of mutual Love; 
Here ceaſe the Triumpbs of thy conqu'ring Charms, 
Decreed by Fate to. Qynaluo s faithful Arms: = 
Nor with Reluctance yield; for thou bright Maid 
Enough haſt rul'd, and Man enough obey'd: 
- Bleſs this auſpicious Night, nor henceforth; fear 
To lift with artful Hand the pointed Spear ; e 
| Safely 


42 


Safely the dang'rous Weapon ſhalt thou wield, 1 
Thy Finger guarded by a ſacred Shield: „„ 


Vulcan himſelf the © LR ſhall 8 „%% 1 


. 5 I 8 0 i 


wy Ages 985 to come admire ay oy 2 5 1 -- et. 
The pleaſing Tale ſhall dwell on ev'ry Tongies:.: i. © 
And grace the Numbers of ſome Poets Song; gz _ Þ 


And each bright Virgin, each ind | ri 10Us Fair, 1 8 1 101 8 8 PF 


Hereafter fearleſs of the fatal Sag. 
My Name with grateful Praiſes ſhal Fo Rowe % 
While Lap-Dogs bark, and ſhaggy Lions rr; 
White Winds Gall hoy; and Rigg ruſh alc 1 


1 1 1 


| E'er yet the 1 eee in the Day; . Pn 4 „ 


Next Ætnas gloomy. Caverns well «ge! „„ 
Where Vulcan s everlaſting Forges ar. „„ Ix. 

She ſaid; a „ 
Swift as the k 
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C AN T O the Foux TH. 

HER E fabl'd And 8 el Summits riſe, 
Whoſe fiery Womb with Sulphur taints the axe 

Deep in the Cave lies Yulcarr's dark Abode, © 

The Dwelling of the great Mechanick God : 

Scarce can the diſtant Sun's enliv'ning Ray, 

Pierce the thick Gloom, and ſhed a doubttul Day: 

In this dire Vault he toils with panting Breath, 

Reddens the Bolt, and ſhapes the miſſive Death, 

That from the Hand of Fove in Vengeance hurl'd, 
Roars through th expanſe of Heav'n, and ſhakes the World; 
Or brightens round Minerva's Gorgon Shield, _ 
That blazes to the Sun, and burns along the Field ; 
The huge limb'd Cyclops wait his dread command, 
A ſervile Train, a grim gigantick Band. 

His Goods about his Shop in order lay, 
Here the ſharp Bodkin, 'there the crafty Key; 
Old ruſty Arms around the Walls appear, 
The blunted Faulchion, and the pointleſs Spear 

Here hang the batter'd Shields, which Heroes wore 
In Ages paſt, at Lions fatal Shore: 
The maſly Relicks not ten Men could raiſe, 

„ Such Men as live in theſe degenerate Days.” 
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To heb dark Ravi of eternal N le. : 
The mighty Pow rs of Love direct their Flight; 
Ambroſial Zephyrs all around them play,, 
And gently fan the unwholſome Fogs away: 

Soon as they enter d, all the ſwarthy Band 
Drop their unfiniſh'd Labours from their Hand; 
The heay'nly Form they view'd with wond' ring 7 
And in a filent Grin confeſt Surprize. 

At lengh elate, exclaims the limping God, : 
What drew my Fair one from her bleſt Abode? 
Why haſt thou left the peaceful Realms above? 
Why to theſe dreary Manſions doſt thou rove, 
Where foul Contagion hovers in the Air, 


And ſultry Vapours blaſt the blooming ear 


Name it, whate'er it be, Ol name thy Boon, 
Nor thou can'ſt ask, nor I can give too ſoon, _ 
Then thus began the beauteous Queen of Love: 
ol! thou that form'ſt the forked Bolts of Jove; 
| Whoſe Art can teach the ſtubborn: Braſs to yield, 


Point in the Spear, or widen in the Shield; 


Thou that didſt clad in Steel my fav'rite Boy, 
That bravely led the poor Remains of Troy ;+ 
An equal Task demands thy niceſt Care, 
Nor arm the Hero now, but arm the Fair: 


b 2 * 


1 * * * T * * * 


Anus. See the 8th Book of the Zneid, 


Admir d by all, yet never vain of den 


1 


Nor ask I Weapons, ſuch as wont to grace 
The valiant Damſels of the Scythian Race. - 


A little Target ſhape with curious Art, 
To ſhield the Finger from the Needle's Dart; 


The glorious Gift for Fumia I deſign, 


Whoſe Work is charming ? and whoſe Art divine; 
Wounded ſhe pines, nor dares again to wield - 
The Inſtrument cf Blood without a Shield; 
This ſhall ſecure the Fair from future Pain, 

And bleſs for ever all the female Train. 


Then when ſome Nymph (howe'er that Nymph bet rams Tz 


For the nice Conduct of the Needle fam d, 


2 Like Fannia now, the Pride of Womankind, 


In Perſon equal, greater far in Mind, 


In ſhining Silk ſhall form the lively Flower; 
Her ſolid Shield the Fair one ſhall ſurvey, 


And grateful call to Mind this happy Day. 
Ol haſte then to the glorious Task. dhe ſaid, 


+ The Smith, the Husband, and the God obey as -:- 


The ſavage Crew with Emulation ſtrove, 


Impatient to oblige the Queen of Love: 


With ſudden Rage the roaring Forges glow, 8 
And Anvils thunder underneath the Blow 1 


— 


Tue Chief, the Father, a and the Captive wept, Mfr, Addiſon's Campaign. 


IMITATIONS. 


The 
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os the we Vaults to th 
The pliant Steel in various Forms they 


And elegantly ſhape the Work di 
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Then Vulcan thus: The animated gel 


The deep Impreſſion: of peur Too muſt 
Here let er my, and ws let Venus ſtand, 
The new-made Armour blazing in ber Hand; 7 
Here let the Virgin's Implen | 
nd'rous Sci 


The 


and the Needle 
And all the bright Artillery appear: 
Let Fame above the glbrious Work 
And Bands of Flowers adorn the 

Soon at their touch th 
And breathe and glitter to the diſtant 
Behold | he cry d, the bright 
This future Ages ſhall the Thimble call! 


Happy, thrice happy 


7 


. 


. 


Whoſe Finger firſt the ſacred Shield ſhall wear. 


Then with a limping Step and aukward Mien, 
He gave the ſhining Preſent to his Queen: 
Enamour'd he beheld her pleaſing Charms, 
And gently claſp'd her in his footy Arms: 
Averſe, the Goddeſs turn'd: aſide her 
And with Reluctance met the foul Embrace. = 
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e x 3. 
Tben from. the dreary Cave they mount to Day, 1 
And to the Barons Houſe direct their Way. 5 


And thus the bright celeſtial Viſion faid:  _ 5 WA 
Cynthio awake, and ſeize thy Fannia's Charms, | 
Take her for ever to thy faithful Arm; 
Her outward cur'd, ſhe feels an inward Pain, 

And Love impetuous glows in ev'ry Vein; ns 
| Give her this Target, made by V ultans Art, 
To guard her Finger from the Needle's Dart ; 5 2% þ 
Secur d by this, undaunted ſhe may rear, ad 0 7 
And fearleſs ſhake the long tremendous Speer: 
So ſhall far diſtant Times admire her Name, 9 
And crown her Labours with eternal Fame. 

dhe ſaid, and left the Shield, the Gift beſtow'd, 
And with her Son purſu'd the heay'nly Road. 

But now the Morn ſhot forth a feeble Ray, 
5 And ting d the Mountains with the Bluſh of Day; ö 

Joyful the Baron roſe, and ſtraight he ſpies 

The ſhining Preſent glitt ring in his Eyes: 
The Work divine with Wonder he ſurvey d, 
And Adoration to the Donor paid: N 
With Care he deck d his Perſon out that b, RED 
Artſully fine, deliberately gay; 8 7 
Adorn d with Gold that ſhone with gaudy Shew, 
He * the Man, and ſinks into the Beau: 


7 


Then 


Loſt in a pleaſing Dream the Beau was laid, odd 5 5 
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Then eager to embrace his woch lor d Fair, 
In ſtately Pomp he mounts his gilded Car. 


- 


| Soft on her downy Couch the : Nymph wa was laid, 
The midnight Dream revolving in her Heads; 7 | 
Her blooming Cheeks with conſcious Bluſhes „„ 
And her Heart flutter d for her charming Beau 


When lol he comes: Love flaſhes from his Eyes 
Unuſual Raptures in her Boſom riſel eee 7 


Tm me The he gave the Gift 1 8506 „ 


1 ſhe view'd the Wor : 25 8 


Heal 'd of her laſt, and ſafe from e wound : - 25 On 


'Twas in that Hour the Beau his Paſſion preſt. 


*Twas in that Hour the Fair his Paſſion blef'ds * _ 1 . 
The loving Pair with mutual | 
And genial age bleſt * Nu 
* „„ 
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